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Wuen is a next door not a next door? 
For solution of this riddle address the 
Rt. Hon. Davin Lioyp Georce, marking 
the envelope plainly “ Cardiff Tailor.’ 
++ 
We are pleased to see that the 
q ’ 
exemplary sentence of three months 
imprisonment has been passed on a man 
for a fraud on the War Office. There 


the summer a sparrow hopped into an 
Essex church, the door of which was 
open, and was allowed to remain there 
during the whole of the sermon. 


* 
More signs that we are in for an arctic 





winter! During the cold snap last week 
seventy Polar bears suddenly appeared 
at the Hippodrome. It is many years 
, Since so many have been seen in London. 
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CHARIVARIA. formed, not strictly correct. During} porters, some of whom seem just now 


to prefer the offensive to the defensive. 
* * 


* 

De mortuis, etc. *‘A very pretty little 
play, and quite original music,” a lady | 
was overheard to remark on leaving His 
Majesty’s Theatre after seeing Beethoven 
(since deceased). 


The late Mile. Grasean, of Paris, we 





learn from The Express, has left a will 





is something peculiarly un-, 
sportsmanlike in taking ad-| 
vantage of the innocence of 
this institution. 

* * 

_ 
Superstitious persons are 
saying that a proof that death 
is hovering over the House of 
Lords may be found in the 
titles which the two newest | 
peers have chosen. Admiral 
Sir Jonny FisHer becomes 
Baron Fisner of Kilverstone, 
and Sir Arraur GopLey is now 
Baron KitprackeN of Killegar. 
In each title there is a distinct 
suggestion of homicide. Absit 
omen ! 

+ * 

Mr. Batrour is taking a 
fortnight’s rest. His message 
to his colleagues: — “ You 
make the speeches: I'll do 
the rest.” 


* * 
In his racy speech at the 
Authors’ Club on Naval 


Gunnery, Admiral Sir Percy 
Soort apologised for the fact 
that “by force of circum- 
stance his remarks had to be 
rather like Hamlet with the 
Prince of Denmark left out.” 
But surely, writes an old lady, 
the Kaiser is not yet Prince 
of Denmark ? 

+ * 

The Political Stakes. 

Scratched.—The Chaos. 

* * 


* 
“The dwellers in glass 
houses,” said Mr. Birretn at 
Bristol, “have begun to throw 
stones at the Constitution.” — 
Does this figure of speech, we wonder, 
shadow the acquisition of the Crystal 
Palace by the Government as a home for 
evicted peers ? * 
* * 

“Tf manners make the man, clothes 
make the woman,” says Mrs. GrorGE 
Corxwattis West. Nothing was said as 
to what makes the militant suffragette, 
but we think it cannot be manners. 

* * 





* 

._ The statement made by a_ police 
inspector at East Ham to the effect that 
in the county of Essex all birds are 





Protected on Sundays is, we are in- 


ee 











oat) jow MLEM OS 


Bus Conductor (at Hyde Park Corner). “’ERe, WOT YER WANT TO GET 
DOWN "ERE FOR? Y’ASKED FOR THE Marbie Arca. Tuis AIN'T THE 
Marsie Arca.” 
Passenger. “‘ WELL, ANYHOW, IT’S WHAT I cALL THE MarBie Aron.” 


= < 
Sa 


bequeathing a small annuity 
to each of her two hundred 
pets—including 7}d. a day to 
her fowls. The birds, we hear, 
already realise that they are 
now of independent means, 
and are sturdily refusing to 
lay eggs. 
* * 

Tom Lewis, the plucky little 
hero who was decorated by 
the Kine last week, has been 
interviewed by a newspaper 
man. He expressed the 
opinion that the music at St. 
Paul’s was “fine,” that the 
Zoological Gardens were 
‘fine,’ and that the perform- 
ance at the Hippodrome was 
“fine.” Fortunately he was 
not asked what he thought 
of the weather, or a reputa- 
tion for splendid consistency 
might have been damaged. 


. 
N 
N 
N 
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* 

Lord Curzon, speaking on 
the House of Lords at Old- 
| ham, exclaimed : “* What cant 
lit is, what humbug, what 
aypocrisy, to talk about an 
effete oligarchy when they 
are continually pouring 
Radial recruits into it!” 
This is praise frum “Sir 
Hubert,” and the Radicals 
are purring. 


* 

The Willesden Board of 
Guardians has completed a 
ro.l-call of the inmates of 
the workhouse, and has dis- 
covered among the paupers 
a Civil servant, a poet, a 








Too old at sixty.—Conpen’s doctrines? 
* * 

“Tn many respects,’ Mr. Hexry Arraur 

Jones told the members of the Kit Mar- 

lowe Club, “S#HAKsPEARE was a very plain, 

ordinary, straightforward person.” Mr. 

Haut Carne, however, denies indignantly 
that he was very plain. 
* * 


Mr. Austen CHAMBERLAIN expresses sur- 
prise that Mr. Asquitn should have made 
no mention of National Defence in his 
pronouncement on Liberal policy. Mr. 
CaamBer.ain forgets that the Premicr 
has to consider the feelings of his sup- 





chartered accountant, a piano- 

| forte maker, and a number of clerks 

‘and tradesmen. Peers are evidently too 

proud to give their correct designation. 
* * 


* 

Rumours of a grave political scandal 
reach us. It is said that a _ certain 
Liberal M.P. who is going about the 
country predicting an enormous majority 
for his party has entered into a competi- 
tion, started by a contemporary, which 
offers a large money prize for the most 
accurate guess at the result of the 
election. The scandal is that he there 
predicts (on dit) a majority for the 





Conservatives. 
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INTERVAL FOR REFRESHMENT. 


Come let us call a sacred truce ! 
So shall the hustings’ hideous hum 
And lips that bandy loud abuse 
Respect The Season and be dumb, 
Silenced by pudding of the stodgy plum. 


Here ’s Christmas on us with its brood 
Of ancient memories, dear and tried, 
When decent souls may well exude 
A goodwill not to be denied 
Even to people on the other side. 


Let us adopt a festal cheer, 
And, for a little breathing-space, 
Admit that even in a Peer 
There may be points of saving grace 
Lurking behind his lordship’s “ turnip-face.” 


Let us allow that even Lioyp, 
For all the bricks he loves to heave, 
Is not so hopelessly devoid 
Of manners as you might believe, 
But has a small behaviour up his sleeve. 


Let us presume that Sanpy Ure 
Is grievously misunderstood, 
Having a conscience quite as pure 
As little Wasnincton’s, the Good, 
Who couldn’t tell a whopper if he would. 


Let us give out that Wixston C. 
Is loyal and would still remain 
A Jonathan to Davin G., 
Although the Tories (come to reign) 
Asked him, like Wurrrixeton, to “ turn again.” 


Let us infer that Mr. Bung 
Has got no privy axe to grind, 
But simply prays to serve among 
The benefactors of his kind, 
And views the Budget with an open mind. 


Let us ignore the Navy ghost, 
Nor count for gospel all we ‘ve read 
About the Teuton’s “Am Tag” toast, 
But follow Receie’s lead instead, 
Sleeping in natural places, such as Bed. 


Let us believe that, in his heart 
Grateful for bounties we bestow, 
Joun RepMonp cannot bear to part, 
To leave our well-loved isle, and go 
Away from where the Old-age Pensions grow. 


Let us, in fact, not judge at all. 
Myself, I take a genial line, 
And with a temper purged of gall 
Give voice to pity half-divine 
For those whose views don’t happen to be mine. 
0. 8. 








Telepathic Suggestion. 

“The electrical equipment of the car is so arranged that the mere 
fact of wishing to inspect any of the high-tension apparatus causes the 
whole of this to be connected to earth, and thus made safe before it 
becomes acce-sible.’—Railway News. 
Supposing three passengers in the car wished to inspect the 
apparatus, three didn’t want to at all, and one hadn’t thought 


LETTERS TO A MARTIAN. 

My pear Sir,—TI like to fancy you pegging away gallantly 
at your particular section of the Amalgamated Martian Canal 
Works, Unlimited, and still finding time in the midst of tliese 
absorbing tasks for the consideration of matters that interest 
us on this circulating ball of ours. You tell me you're death 
on Psychical Research, for instance—isn’t there a dash of 
levity about the expression?—and you want to know if 
we re doing anything in the matter. Well, I’ll do the best 
I can for you—though I ought to warn you that I’m a 
philistine in these things. I’m without the proper amount 
of reverence or credulity—you can call it what you like—and 
the spirits will not come when I do call them, either from 
the vasty deep or from anywhere else. 
The truth is you ought to apply to Sir Oxtver Loner. 
He ’s a Professor and a Knight, having attained to the latter 
dignity on account of his eminence in the former. He can 
tell you all that may be learnt about the subject. What he 
doesn’t know isn’t knowledge. You could write the par- 
ticulars of his ignorance within the circle of a threepenny- 
piece and have plenty of room left for the Kings of Israel 
and Judah and the iniquities of Germany according to that 
war-desiring Socialist, Mr. Roperr Biatcnrorp. Sir Oxiver 
has written and published a fat book. Its price is 7s. Gd. 
(net) and its title is The Survival of Man: a Study in 
Unrecognised Human Faculty. What is this outcast Faculty 
which the heartless mass of men has hitherto refused even 
to bow to? It is the Faculty of communicating with the 
greater mass which, not to put too fine a point upon it, has 
died and been buried. Sir Ottver Lopce, however, hasn’t 
lost courage—not he. He keeps pegging away, just like 
you. Listen to him:—‘The boundary betweén the two 
states—the known and the unknown—is still substantial, 
but it is wearing thin in places; and, like excavators 
engaged in boring a tunnel from opposite ends, amid the 
roar of water and other noises, we are beginning to hear now 
and again the strokes of the pickaxes of our comrades on the 
other side.” It sounds all right, doesn’t it? The mention 
of water is particularly comforting, but it must be confessed 
that it doesn’t carry the humble investigator very much 
further. 

However, you mustn’t be put off by a little thing like that, 
you must go on, or rather | must go on for you, and then 
we shall discover a vast amount of assorted beliefs. There 
was once in our land of the living an amiable and cultivated 
man named Myers who took a deep interest in spirit mani- 
festations, and believed firmly that after death he would be 
able to communicate with his surviving friends. To prove 
his good faith and to test subsequent investigators, he wrote 
out a message and sealed it up in an envelope, proposing 
to communicate its contents to his friends after his death. 
He died, and his friends set to work with a properly authorized 
and duly entranced medium. The medium delivered her 
message all right, but when the envelope was opened her 
version was something hopelessly different from what Myers 
had written. 

You would have thought that this fantastic fiasco would , 
have settled the whole thing. Nota bit of it. ‘They ’ve got 
some ladies to take fresh messages from Myers in what they 
call automatic script. ‘I'wo of these initiates, it appears, have 
the power of reproducing on paper what Myers thnks, and 
they do it in the queerest crabbed language, in scraps of 
Latin and far-fetched allusions; and then the two scripts are 
put together, and by long puzzling you get the authentic 
stroke of the pickaxe and you realise that the boundary is 
wearing thin in places. Was there ever such a farrago of 


rubbish? In truth they are worrying Myers, not to death, 
but beyond it, and if the mediums may be relied on he’s 





about it much, what would happen ? 


Leas than six months 


——e 





losing his patience, and no wonder. 
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REDMOND’S CONCESSION. 


Mr. Joun Repuoxp. “AND SOON WE’LL BE FREE FROM THE DEGRADING TYRANNY OF THE SAXON.” 


Trish Peasanr. 


PINSIONS FROM?” 


“AN’ WHERE WILL WE BE AFTHER GETTIN’ OUR OULD AGE 


THEIR MONEY!” 


“OH, WE’LL STILL TAKE 


Mr. Jonn Repuonp. 
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SOCIETIES WE ADMIRE (BUT DO NOT BELONG 
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Tue Leacug For THE Rescue or Nervous anp Exvperty Persons rrom Lonpow Trarrio. 








after his death he was appealing to them “ not to break him 
up so”; and “ Neuty,” a famous, but not a cruel, medium, 
said some very severe things about her mother (also a 
medium), who, it appears, wouldn't let Myers go to sleep as 
he desired. ‘‘ You must tell her not to,” added NE ty. 

If you want to know more about Netty and her mother 
(whose fleshly name is Mrs. Tompson), and if you would 
learn about Mrs. Piper, who is a sort of chief prophetess—she 
comes from Boston, Mass.—you had better try to get Sir 
Oxiver’s book ; but perhaps on the whole you ’ll prefer to go 
on with your own digging and pickaxe-work. 

Yours in a tunnel, Aw Earraworm. 








“A vory easy way to place coal on a fire at night to avoid the usual 
noise, especially in a sick room, would be to have a black velvet glove 
made large and easy (the shape of baby’s first glove with just the 
thumb), and one can then pick up any size piece of coal and place it 
where one needs it withouta sound. A hook to hang it on near the 
corner of the mantelpiece would be a sure way of knowing where to 
find it."—Woman’s Life. 


How simple! Having placed the piece of coal on the hook 
you would be quite sure where to find it next morning; no 
need to say to yourself, “Let’s see, where did I put that 
piece of Wallsend ?”’ 


“One Jogendra Dutta, of Chittagong, has been arrested for offering a 
bride to the Additional Sessions Judge of Backerganj.”—-The Statesman. 


Yet it was a kindly thought. 











LATEST NEWS FROM THE HOP MARKET, 


Tus winter, according to the views of the best experts, we 
are to be “ tarantulated”’ by a number of new dances of the 
most alluring and catchy description. 

Old composers have redescended into the arena to com- 
pete with their youthful rivals, and the hitherto despised 
native-born melodist is gradually coming by his own. 

One of the features of the hour is tle number of amateurs 
who have sprung to fame as composers of dance tunes. 
Thus, Mr. Nathaniel Buffles, a venetian-blind-maker of 
Harringay, has composed a delicious waltz, entitled “ Créme 
de Menthe,” and Miss Nettie Tibbitts, who keeps a poultry- 
run at Moreton-in-the-Marsh, is responsible for the favourite 
“Cluck, Cluck” barn dance. 

Of successful foreign importations it may suffice to men- 
tion that Moritz Wern, a Hungarian bandmaster, has written 
a “Réve de Dalila,” that Ovén Klingsor, a Croatian con- 
ductor, has perpetrated a “‘ Messalina Two-Step,” and Joris 
Sweelinck, of Dubbeldam, a “ Jezebel Polka.” 

Not only are the names of all the famous heroines of 
history being requisitioned, but living luminaries are also 
being called into service. Mr. Caradoc Ap-Jenkins of 
Criccieth has celebrated the prowess of the CHANCELLOR oF 
THE ExcHequer in his “ Budget Break-down,” and Professor 
de Rougemont has dedicated his “ Yours Truly” waltz to 
the Lorp ApvocaTe, who also is honoured in a set of lancers 
entitled “A Merry Winston and a Happy New Ure.” 
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CAMPAIGN NOTES. 

[These Notes have been supplied by im- 
partial representatives of both Parties. Mr. 
Punch prints them here in the hope that every- 
one of his readers will find among them some- 
thing to make the Christmas holiday happier.] 
A Great Opportunity. 

Mr. Tomas Tutrireoy, who has just 
been chosen as the People’s Candidate 
for Wopham, has a splendid chance of 
snatcliing a notable victory for progress. 
At the last election the reactionaries’ 
majority was *,834 in a poll of close on 
twelve thousand. Should Mr. Tuttleboy 
wipe this out he will have achieved one 
of the most stupendous personal suc- 
cesses of the election. He is enthusiastic 
at the wonderful opportunity of distinc- 
tion which bas been afforded him, and 
is brimful of confidence that he will at 
any rate reduce his opponent’s majority 
by several hundreds. 

The East Willylebone Split. 

It is early yet to prophesy who will be 
returned for East Willylebone, but it 
really looks as if the unfortunate split in 
the Unionists’ ranks will be the means 


of losing a safe seat to the Socialist and; 


Pro-German party. The patriotic can- 
didates for last week were Mr. Rupert 
Gubb (U. and T.R.) and Mr. Scaper 
Touchwood (U. and T.R.), but in order 
to admit of a straight fight against the 
Radical they have both retired, and Mr. 
James Sporran (U. and T.R.) and Mr. 
Hope Billson (U. and T.R.) have been 
selected in their place. On Monday 
of next week the claims of Sir Archibald 
Hemp (U. and ‘T.R.) will be considered, 
while efforts are being made to secure 
The Evening News man for Tuesday, if 
he should be disengaged. 

The Pensions Lie Again. 

Once more the heartless lie about old- 
age pensions is going the rounds, and 
once more Mr. BaLrour wjth consummate 
skill has nailed it to tW@ counter. Mr. 
H. E. Bulge, the candidate forthe Chiltern 
Hundreds, recently wrote to his leader 
as follows :— 

“ Dear Mr. Batrour,—A small boy has 
been spreading a rumour here to the 
effect that you and all your colleagues on 
the front bench voted for the Old Age 
Pensions Bill on the second and third 
readings, and that the House of Lords 
was enthusiastically in favour of it. 
Please nail this dastardly lie to the 
counter.” 

Mr. Barrour replied yesterday : 

“My peak Buice,—The report is un- 
doubtedly a lie. Only a fool would 
believe it, and only a knave would say 
it, and I have no hesitation in nailing it 
to the counter. Yours very sincerely, 

A. J. Batrour.” 
An Earl’s Warm Reception. 
The contempt felt for the Peers by all 








thinking men was well shown at Upperby 
yesterday, when the Earl of Aldwych 
attempted to speak on behalf of the Food 
Tax and Revolutionary Candidate. The 
result was entertaining to a degree. 

“ Ladies and Gentlemen—(Hooray)—I 
have come here to-night—('Oo stole the 
common from the people?)—That was a 
long time ago, I’m not going to speak 
about that now—{ Well, we're going to)— 
A man is not responsible for what his 
ancestors may have done—(If it wasn’t 
for your ancestors you wouldn't be a 
hearl)—That’s nothing to do with it— 
(Yes it 'as; don't be so ungrateful)— 
Are you going to listen to me? I’ve 
got my back to the wall—(Walbottle, ’e 
means)—Damn it, will you —(Naughty !) 
—Ladies and Gentlemen—(That's r‘ght, 
Hughie, don’t you mind the horrid men. 
You begin all over again, dearie)—I only 
ask for fair play—(Did you give the 
Budget fair play?)—Yes, we did—(Oh, 
Percival, ‘ow can you? and on your 
birthday too!)—Look here, do you think 
I want to talk to you ?—(Do you think we 
want to listen to you?)—Evidently you 
don’t—(’Ow bright Litile Stanley’s yet- 
ting)—Very well, then, you needn’t— 
(That's right, ducky, you get along to bed, 
Perkins will bring your tea up in the 
morning)—But I’m just going to say 
one thing; if your beastly Radical gets 
in and the Germans come, don’t ask me 
to defend you—(Ow, merey, mercy !)” 
Pinking and the Elections. 

An interesting situation has arisen at 
Little Froglands. One of the industries 
of the constituency is that of pinking, 
and much doubt has been expressed as 
to which way the pinking vote would 
go. Last week the National Society of 
Pinkers asked the following questions of 
each Candidate : 

(1) Will you, if elected, do your 
utmost to further the interests of the 
pinking trade ? 

(2) Do you approve of State aid to 
pinkers ? 

The Liberal Candidate has replied :— 

(1) By all means. 

(2) Certainly. 

The Unionist Candidate’s 
were :— 

(1) Yes. 

(2) Yes. 

After considering these replies at a 
meeting which lasted some hours, the 
Society decided to recommend that its 
members should vote for the Liberal 
Candidate. The pinking vote is there- 
fore gained for progress. 

A Cessation of Hostilities. 

The two Candidates for N.E. Sparkton 
have decided to observe a truce during 
the Christmas holiday, and no meetings 
will be held between the 23rd and the 
27th. [tis theproud boast of Englishmen 


answers 





political differeices in the face of a great 
national festival. But, as soon as the 
armistice is over, Sir Moses Hoggen|ieim 
and Mr. Otto Steiner will be figuting as 
fiercely as ever ! 

The ‘‘ Voice” again. 

“A Voice” was in deadly form again 
last night at Craven Ash, and quite 
spoilt the effect of the Radical’s attack 
on the House of Lords. For instance: 

“. . . We have been accused of bring- 
ing in this Budget from motives of re- 
venge. That is a baseless accusation. 
Our one motive was revenue.” 

A Voice. “ Wot 0!’ 

Later on it interrupted with even 
more deadly point. 

“And while we are pledged to eco- 
nomy,” the Candidate was saying, “ we 
are none the less absolutely determined 
to maintain the Navy in a condition of 
invincible superiority.” 

A Voice. “ Yus, I don’t think!” 

The effect of this was withering. 


Shot and Shell for the Campaign. 


There is no such thing as “Free 
Food.” You have to pay for everything 
you eat. 

(The adore is issued aa a leaflet, at 1s. 6d. 

a thousand, by the Tar ff Reform League.) 

Horseflesh is cheaper in Germany 
than in England. You cannot get it at 
any price in this country. 

(Tl e above is issued as a leaflet, at 1s. 6d. 

a thousand, by the Free T'rade Union.) 

A vote given to the Liberal is a vote 
sold to Germany. 


Linolewm. 
Number of million feet manufactured: 


In Germany (198)... 32,156 
In England (1902)... 33 259 


See that this is driven home into the 
mind of every elector. 

Germany is now building one super- 
Dreadnought a month (cf. Daily Mail). 
In 1912 they will have 52. What will 
the price of food matter to you then? 

The Duke of SutHerLanD owns more 
than a million acres. ‘There are some 
men who do not own one. Is this fair? 


Sugar Sifters. 


1908 Engiand ... £181,236 
Germany ... £179,997 
(Brazilian silver at 5s. an oz.) 
1732 England ... 512 men 
Germany ... 27 men 


(Less re-exports and ineluding cost of freight.) 
English increase per cent., 25. German 
increase per cent., 84. 


What have you got to say to that ? 
A. A. M. 





“ Fuicat witnt CineMaTocrapu.” 
Daily Mail. 
“Elopement with Typewriter” is a fairly 


that they are always ready to sink; common headline; this is something new. 
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WHY READ AT ALL? 
FOR BUSY MEN.—THE WORLD'S GREATEST AUTHORS TAKEN IN AT A GLANCE—IIL THE FEUILLETON-WRITER, 
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A Voice From THE GRAVE. AFTER MUCH TRIBULATION. 
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MOTORBIKOLOGY. 


[ am the possessor of a motor bicycle 
which is distinguished (as witness 
printed documents in my possession) 
by being “the most unrivalled motor 
bike on the market.” I therefore feel 
well within the mark in stating that my 
pattern of machine is extremely unique, 
and that what is true of mine is more 
than true of other motor bicycles. On 
the strength of this fact | come forward 
as a Discoverer in a science which has 
been called, I regret to say, ‘‘ Motor- 
bikology.” My root discovery is: (a) 
that no correct estimate of the speed 
and running cost of a motor bicycle has 
yet been published; and (6) that the 
popular belief that a motor bicycle 
travels at a speed ranging from twenty- 
five to forty miles an hour, at a eost of 
less than a farthing a mile, is entirely 
erroneous. I will give my conclusions, 
and the scientific evidence upon which 
they rest, without comment. 

I.—Personal Declaration. 

I, during twelve months, ran my motor 
bicycle 6,654 miles. Time occupied, 
1,251 hours. Cost of running, £189. 

II.—Grand Conelusion. 

A 34 h.p. motor bicycle travels at an 
average speed (net) of five miles an hour 
at an average cost of seven-pence a mile. 

I11.—Analysis of distance travelled. 

Miles. 
Reading of cyclometer ... ... 7,732 
Deduct for error due to Miles. 

optimism ofecyclometer 861 
Deduct distance run- 

ning with bicycle in 

starting ... ow. eo. 217 


Total deductions 1,078 1,078 
Total distance travelled 6,654 
IV.—Analysis of Time spent. 
Number of hours running... ... 394} 
Hours taking in petrol, repairs 
by roadside, asking way, etc.. 207 


Hours in garage repairing, 
tuning up, and finding out 
what was the matter , 

Clerical work abusing Railway 
Company, complaining of oil, 
corresponding re gosling, mar- 
moset (see below), etc., etc. ... 86} 


co 
fr) 
~ 


eo 1,251 
V.—Analysis of Cost of Running for 
Twelve Months. 

4% interest on £63 (cost £ 8 d. 
of machine with acces- 
sories) ... 

Depreciation on "eyele for 
one year ... .. 32 

Renewal and repair of ‘tyres 7 

Peo 

Lubricating oil 3 


Total hours ... ... 


£s3d. 
Brought forward ... 50 0 8] 
Compensation oe 4s.; 
marmoset, £2 178... «. 3 10 
Legal fees incidental to last 
Mien «<«««o«-.-< €36¢ 
Charges : at various garages - uwo 
Surgeon 8 fee attending gun- 
shot wound... 4 40 
(Sparking plug blew ‘out and 
shot me = leg.) 
Druggist’s a/e do... 
Surgeon’s Zz attending Ond 
gunshot i in old wound ... 15 15 0 
Nur-e for three weeks ... 11 100 
Druggist’sa/edo. ... w«. 2 40 
Five pairs trousers burnt ... 8 15 
(Heating of engine lights up 
rider’s trousers.) 
Allowance on clothing other- 
wise injured ... ... w«. 6 60 
Leather coat, leggings, etc.... 
Tools, small parts, replace- 
ments, taxidermist setting 
up marmoset, — 
lamp-oil ... 14 90 
Dinner at Ritz Hotel to owner 
of marmoset on amicable 


settlement “se St, oe ~ oe oe 
Licence, fees, tips to persons 
pushing, ete.,etc. ... «. 7 38 
First fine and costs ... ... 2 36 
Second fine and costs... ... 8 130 
Third fine and costs ... ... 17 690 
Sundries and incidentals ... 9 34 
Total cost ... ...£189 0 5} 





A PRESENT FOR A COOD BURCLAR. 


A STUDY IN ADVERTISEMENT FICTION, 
Cuarter I. 


“Bor,” said I, stepping rather sud- 
denly into the dining-room, “either | 
am dreaming or you are a burglar.” 

“Of course it is not for me to say,” 
he answered, toying idly with a jemmy, 
whatever that may be, “but I should 
guess that you are dreaming. I notice 
that you have got pyjamas on.” 

“Have 1?” I said. 


Asbestos Pyjamas do not shrink in 
the wash. 


Cuarter IT. 


“T notice,” I continued, “ that you do 
not directly deny that you have come 
here to do something naughty.” 

“T may be a burglar,” he answered, 
“but I am no liar.” 


The Boston Syndicate will teach you 
any profession in three lessons. 


Cuaprer IIT. 


“ Burglar,” I said, “I do believe that 
you meant to burgle my Christmas-tree. 
| could have forgiven you anything but 
that.” 

“Given ?” he said quickly. 





“Forgiven,” I corrected. “ As it hap- 


pens [ have no tree to burgle. To think 
that I am a nephew and yet have not 
been given a Curistmas-tree; and that, 
if I had, you would have burgled it!” 
“Say what you like about your 
aunts,” he said, “ but for myself I only 
dropped in to see if I could pick up 
a Christmas card or two.” He tried to 
look me in the eye without laughing. 
“Let us rather drink each other’s 
health,” said I. “An exeuse like that 
deserves something wet. After all, | 
suppose that | was wrong. Of course 
there is no such word as ‘ burgle.’” 


Insure your Christmas-tree against 
Fire and Dishonesty at the Moon Office. 


Cuarter IV. 
We drank. 
Drink and Enjoy (if you can) Smith’s 
Non-intoxicant Gooseberry Squash. 


Cuapter V. 


“A merry Christmas to you,” 
in my cups. 

“Thanks,” he answered. 

“No trouble,’ said I, deprecatingly. 

“Nor expense,” he added, sarcastic- 
like. “This liquor has a nice golden 
tint about it. 1 suppose there is no 
more gold in the house, is there?” 

“ Lots down the ce lar,” I said, rising. 

“A man who takes a hint as anickly 


said J, 


has that,” he said, commanding me 
tbe seated, “ought tu take the night 
hint. . . Now, | try and guess this one. 


PW hen you are playing bridge and you 
dare not go no trumps, heurts, clubs 
or spades, what do you declare? And 
f so, where are they, and is the safe 
door locked or only just pushed to?” 

“The safe is locked, I told him, 
“and it is only a meat safe. Personally 
| should leave it to dummy.” 

“No diamonds worth d-claring!” he 


sighed. “And yet you wish me a 
merry Christmas. But I suppose that 
every cloud hus. . . . 


“Not this cloud,” said I “The 
forks are only electro, and bad electro 
at that. By the way, when I said that 
about Aunts, I did not mean to include 
Aunt Mary. Though she has not gota 
silver lining, she has at least r mem- 
bered what a good nephew I am to her. 
Af er all, what is mere silver compared 
with the kind thought?” 


Buy Brumjum Forks and Spoons. 
They are not worth stealing. 


Cuaprer VI. 


“In the cupboard above your head is 
the handsome vase which,” I continued, 

was sent to me by Aunt M——” 

“ Thanks,” he said, rising to go, “ but 
I happen to be a nephew myself.” 

All seasonable Contributions should be 
accompinied by a stamped and addressed 
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Boy. “ Wat HAS 


Boy. “I Know. 


= 
Vy Z 
OF: 
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HE BEEN DOING, MorHEeR?” 


HE MUST HAVE BEEN CONTRADICTING HIS MOTHER,” 








M ther. “I pon’T KNOW, DEAR, BUT IT MUST HAVE BEEN SOMETHING VERY BAD INDEED.” 








ANNOYANCES OF A NIMROD. 


[“I was too near to shoot, had no time to 
raise my gun, and there was the lioness coming 
in the other direction. I had the presence of 
mind not to turn my back on the rhinoccros, 
ad stepped aside, but it did the same. I then 
stepped to the other side, and was distinctly 
reieved to see it pass on.”—Extract from a 
letter of the Acting District Commissioner of 
Baringo.) 

Wnew I was casually making 

Some punctures in a lioness, 

I heard a sound of branches breaking 

Behind my back, and muttered 

“Bless!” 
Clad in a sort of leather “lino,” 

And much too near for me to pot, 

here came a most enormous rhino 

That seemed in haste and rather hot. 
I waited for a while in loco 

Until the lomely-featured brute 
Had wellnigh barked me witl his boko ; 

Then I meandered off his route. 


But he, with that amazing rudeness 
: That stamps the larger types of game, 
nvalidated ail my shrewdness 





By spotting it—and did the same. 


ee 


So, anxious to avoid collision, 
And feeling death involved a bore, 
I acted with extreme decision, 
And two-stepped to the right onee 
more. 


That did the trick: his shoulders shrug- 
ging, 
The pachyderm (a great release) 
Departed thence and left me plugging 
My wounded lioness in peace. 


But still it made my hair untidy ; 

It seems a shame one cannot make 
A simple bag of large felide 

(Such as are found in Afric’s brake) 


Without this ever-present trammel— 
The risk that, from another track, 

Some utterly extraneous mammal 
May want to barge one in the back. 





“Lord Denman puts the case in a nutshell as 
a red herring to save th: House of Lords.” 
Daily ( hronicele. 
This reminds us that Saved by a red 
herring, or Put me among the nuts, 1s 





Commercial Candour. 

The Breeders’ Gazette advertises the 
following testimonials in the American 
edition of an English magazine :— 

“*Tam continuall: sur rised at the number 
of persons who regard The Gazette as one of the 
choicest pieces of litera:ure that comes to their 
homes, and who eage ly read its pages.’ 

Pror. W. A. Henry, 
America’s Foremost Agricuitural Educator. 
_ ‘That little story by Robert Jameson in The 
Gazette of June 23 is as near literature as 
anything we fin | these days in the periodicals.’ 
Mitton O. NELSON, 

Secretary Northwestern Cedarman’s Asso- 
ciation.” 

A modest little paper, The Breeders’ 


Gazette. 





Mr. Punch’s suggestion for a Christ- 
mas Card :— 





Mr. — wishes you 
A MERRY CHRISTMAS 
AND 
A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 
(Have you an’ books of mine? If 80, 
please return them.) 











the title of our new election serial. 
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‘LHe UPPER PICTURE REPRESENTS THE 


SPORTING sHoTs” 


K ) 
rm. SION) OF h 





FROM THE TOP OF THE HILL; THE LOWER ONE REPRESENTS THE INGLORIOUS REALITY. 








Mi Yor I 






WHICH THE SQUIRE HOPED TO OBTAIN BY REARING WILD DUCK AND FLYING THEM 








CHRISTMAS, 1909. 

(The author has been instructed by a Child 
of the Period to compose the following lines 
on his behalf.] 

Once more the silly season comes 
When grown-ups overload their tums. 
And self-respecting babes must school 
Their saner selves to play the fool. 


We moderns are not quite so green 
As our poor parents must have been, 
Nor can we view as aught but bosh 
This silly Santa Clausy tosh. 


The ancient myth’s a bit too thin! 
I’ve seen the van-man handing in 
All Santa Claus’s gifts. What’s more, 
The bills were settled at the door. 


Oh, if my poor dear parents knew 
The modern infant’s point of view, 
And learnt that it was shared by me, 
How disappointed they would be! 


It pleases them to talk a lot 

Of fairy tales and tommy rot 

And make a most mysterious fuss— 
lt pleases them, and don’t hurt us. 





On Christmas-eve they love to tread, 
Like stealthy burglars, round my bed— 
[ never knew what pure delight meant 
Until I saw their young excitement. 


As stage conspirators they creep, 

Poor darlings, thinking I’m asleep, 
Though I can scarce control my features 
While watching these pathetic creatures. 


So once again I make pretence 

To bid adieu to common sense 

And, just to humour these good folk, 
Play once again the worn-out joke. 


And this must be my lame excuse 

For putting stockings to a use 

For which, though meant to be suspended, 
The bally things were nct intended. 





Life’s Little Ironies. 

“ Mr. should have given a leciure on 
Tuesday night on his travels in the land of the 
Esquimos, but owing to a chill he was unable 
to deliver the lecture.” —Local Paper. 





Our beastly climate again. 
from the Arctic Circle. 





CHRISTMAS HINTS. 


WomeN are always at a loss to know 
what to give to their men-folk at Christ- 
mas. They might give a worse present 
than a blue plush tobacco-pouch em- 
broidered in silver—but it would be 
difficult. 

A new game for the long winter even- 
ings has just been invented. It is 
exceedingly simple and only requires a 
sense of humour and a little cotton-wool. 
The game is called “ Deaf Man's Buff” 
and is a pleasant change. 

It is an unhealthy practice to lick the, 
gummed side of postage stamps—and 
to lick the other side is silly. ‘The 
best way is to leave a packet of en- 
velopes in a basin of water all night; 
in the morning your stamps will be 
found to stick readily wherever required. 





“2590—Parcel lady's clothes: Coat, skirt, 
blouses, hats, boots, shoes, trousers; fit youth 
16-17." —The Lady. 


So different|The Suffragette telegraph-boy is aP- 


parently retiring from business. 
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QUESTIONS FOR THE “BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.” 


A LADY (WHO CHANCES TO BE THE ONLY PERSON BESIDES YOURSELF UP AT THE DEATH) ASKS YOU TO GET HER THE BRUSH, 
THE POSSESSION OF RAVAGER, THE MOST SAVAGE HOUND IN THE PACK. 


You FIND IT IN 


WHAT IS THE DIGNIFIED COURSE TO PURSUE? 








IT IS A LIE 


Tuat in the year 1831 Mr. Asquiru said 
that nothing should ever shake his 
faith in the House of Lords. 

That Leoxarvo pa Vixer always stuffed 
Victorian bed quilts into his wax 
busts. 

That President Tarr weighs only 7 stone 
4 lbs. 

That Sanpow lives entirely on moules 
marinieres. 

That Mr. Roverr Biatourorp is really 
trembling. 

That Mr. Pierronr Morcan has bought 
the Sattine Collection. 


That East Marylebone is an earthly para- 
dise of contented Unionists. 

That Coox and Peary have signed articles 
of partnership. 

That Mr. Eis Barker has a pure English 
accent. 


at one can have quite a decent game 
of billiards with three hard-boiled 
eggs. 








That, strictly speaking, a large out- 
fitter’s three hundred yards away 
from a castle is a small tailor’s next 
door to it. 


That any good thing can come from a 
Radical Government. 


That any good thing can come from a 
Conservative Government. 





THE REAL MARTYRS. 


He was lying, a mass of bandages, in 
his hospital bed, and I[ asked the doctor 
to tell me who and what he was. 

“We don’t know,” he said. ‘“ He 
hasn’t spoken yet. He was brought in 
late last night and is still unconscious.” 

Just as I was passing on, the band- 
ages stirred and the man opened his 
eyes. 

“ Hullo!” he said, looking at me. 

“Hullo!” said I, recognising his voice. 
“You? What on earth are you doing 
here? What's the matter?” 

“But where am 1?” he asked, and 





then took in his surroundings. ‘Great 
Scott, it’s a hospital!” 

“Of course. You're hurt. 
have had an accident,” I said. 

He thought silently for a little while 
and then remarked, “Of course. I 
was thrown out of the Town Hall at 
last night’s Liberal meeting.” 

He began to laugh. 

“But you’re not a Suffragette,” I said. 

“No,” he said, “that’s the joke. I 
called out, ‘Down with women!’ and 
they thought I said, ‘ Votes for women!’ 
and threw me out. I must have put 
the accent on the wrong word, and all 
they heard was ‘ women.” 

“What is that you’re saying?” a 
feeble voice inquired from the next bed. 

My poor friend repeated the story. 

“Tt’s true enough,” said the feeble 
voice. “I ought to know, because I 
was sitting next to you. I know it was 
a mistake, but it didn’t help matters a 
bit, and one of the stewards broke my 
head. And,” he quavered piteously, 
“the stupid thing is that I’m a Liberal 
too, and dead against the Suffragettes.” 


You must 
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PIANISTIC PERILS. 
Awrvet Exrertences or Mr. Bampercer. | 
Tue reality of the perils to which | 
magnetic artists are subject has once} 





the poignant narrative of the attempted | 
kidnapping of a young pianist by an 
infatuated counte-s which appears in 
the columns of The Daily Chronicle, a 
paper notoriously averse from sensation- 


| assailant. 


more been vividly brought before us in| comatose impassivity, and were success- 


The confusion caused by the 
incident was terrific, but by a happy 
thought I improvised an intermezzo 
religioso of so narcotic a nature that the 
Amazons were all thrown into a state of 


fully removed on stretchers by the 
attendants. 

“T had another narrow escape,” con- 
tinued the great virtuoso, “in Tiflis, 
where a Circassian Duchess, after I had | 





lightning velocity we plunged down into 
the waters of the Caspian. Five minutes 
afterwards I was picked up by the yacht 
of the Khan of Khokand, which hap- 
pened to be cruising in the vicinity, 
but the Duchess was never seen again. 
Entangled in the wreckage of the car 
she sank like a stone to the blue depths 
of the Caspian.” 

Mr. Bampercer wiped away a tear and 
proceeded: “Having refused a duke- 





alism of every kind. 

That this is no new) 
danger is abundantly 
made clear in the thrill-| 
ing recital of his own| 
experiences with which | 
Mr. Bawpercer has gra- 
ciously condescended to 
regale our representa- 
tive. 

Mr. Bampercer, who 
was reclining in a sump- 
tuously upholstered 
armchair at the house 
of his father-in-law, 
Sir Pompey Boldero, 
was clad in a dazzling 
kimono surmounted by 
a tasselled Zingari 
smoking-cap. His clear- 
cut features indicated 
genius; his brow ex- 
haled the sublime. 
Mrs. BAMBERGER, a petite 
figure clad in a shim- 
mering gown of some 
soft material, crouched 
picturesquely on a 




















cinque-cento saddlebag 
stool at the feet of her 
sultanic spouse. When 
our representative had 
recovered from his 
natural nervousness at 
the proximity of these 
two superhuman figures, 
Mr. Bawpercer began 
his recital :— 

“One of the most 
extraordinary experi- 
ences which I ever 
underwent was when 
fulfilling an engage-| sre rwo exrmety 





Phyllis (up from the country). “But, Dick, Tis 18 JUST LIKE 
BROUGHT ME TO SEE HERE.” 
Dick. “ My pear PHYLLIS, DON’T BE ABSURD. 


AND THE OTHER was 7'ae Grassz Wipow. 





SURELY YOU KNOW THAT 
DIFFERENT PLACES.” 


THE LAST PIECE YOU) Tndeed, I doubt whether 


Tuts 1s Tne Naveaty Girt or Nice 


dom in Circassia, it was 
not to be expected that 
I should accept the offer 
of a mandarinate in the 
Yang-tze valley. But I 
had more than all my 
work cut out to escape 
from the minions of 
Prince Pung, who was 
bent on securing me as 
the husband of his aged 
stepmother, a venerable 
lady of some ninety 
summers with a singu- 
larly lurid past. Suflice 
it to say that, at the 
suggestion of my faith- 
ful tuner, I was 
smuggled out of the 
palace in the interior of 
my Bluthstein grand 
and conveyed in a junk 
for several hundred 
miles down the river, 
until it was safe for me 
to emerge from my lair. 
During all that time I 
was fed through an 
orifice in the top of the 
piano and had nothing 
to eat my food with but 
a tuning-fork. 

“The story of my 
capture by Nihilists in 
Odessa you know al- 
ready. In all I have 
been kidnapped twenty- 
nine times —a record 
amongst living pianists. 





Liszt himself equalled 
this number. Most of 


NIcE AND GRASSE : 
my kidnappers were 








ment at a Court concert 
in Dahomey. The performance was 
attended by the whole corps of Ama- 
zons, with their generalissima, the 
Princess Ju-Juba, a superb brunette. 
Mrs. Bambercer, who was sitting in the 
front row, suddenly became conscious of 
a sense of acute compression in the 
region of the jujugular vein and dis- 
covered that she had been lassoed from 
behind by the Princess! With a violent 
effort she disengaged her neck from the 
noose and, removing a diamond-hilted 
hatpin—the gift of the Emperor MenELek 
—from her toque, drove it with un- 
erring aim through the hand of her 





declined her offer of marriage sixteen 
times, resorted to drastic measures to 
break down my opposition. At my last 
recital, while I was playing Cuopmy’s 
Funeral March, a bomb was exploded 
on the platform. The room was filled 
with an asphyxiating vapour, and when 
I recovered consciousness it was to find 
myself in the car of the Duchesss 
dirigible ballcon, heading straight for 
the Caspian. ‘Be mine,’ cried the 
infatuated Circassian. ‘Never,’ I re- 
plied with implacable disdain. Swift as 
thought she severed the cords that 
attached the car to the balloon, and with 





Countesses, but I had a 
most humiliating experience in Man- 
chester, when I was abducted by the 
widow of a Jubilee Knight.” 





From The East Anglian Daily Times 
we extract the following clerical intelli- 
gence :— 

“ Whereas the Rector of St. Giles’ has a net 
value of about £90 a year, the Vicarage at the 
village of Newport has an endowment of three 
ttmes that amount.” 

A scheme for the official valuation of 
Rectors should certainly be tacked oa 








to the next Socialist Budget. 
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A PANACEA. 
;Mile. Claire pe ServaL recommends us to fast for two days a week 
regularly, as a cure for diseases of the mind and body. She herself has 
fasted for as long as forty days, during which time her brain was more 
active and clear than usual; anxiety, worry, care were all suspended, 
and she was able to regard a precarious future with serenity. ] 
Ir ills of the flesh should assail me, 
If tor thache should rage through my head, 
Tf I’m seized with bronchitis, 
Sore throat or gastritis, 
And ready to wish I were dead ; 
I know that all physics will fail me— 
The days of the doctor are past-— 
I only desire to 
Be left to retire to 
My own little chamber and fast. 
In peace and silence there 
I watch the weeks slip by ; 
No chop, no steak, no ales, no cake 
Come near to make my organs ache ; 
I munch a litile air, 
A little light I try, 
And day by day I grow more gay, 
And fleshly sorrows fly. 


When ills of the spirit depress me, 
When the future seems dark and forlorn, 
When I’m filled with misgiving 
And can't earn a living 
And wish I had never been born ; 
When fortune declines to caress me 
And shows me a face overcast, 
There's only one favour 
I’d trouble to crave her— 
A month or two’s nice quiet fast. 
And as the moments flew ” 
I'd learn to raise my head, 
For this great thought with joy is fraught :— 
Now I’ve been taught to live on naught, 
The future I may view 
Without a trace of dread ; 
If food’s de trop, what matter though 
I cannot earn my bread! 


No doubt there are some who would quail at 
The rigorous cure I commend. 
Some people would label 
The joys of the table 
Life’s principal object and end. 
Even I, when | started, would pale at 
‘The thought of a forty-day fast ; 
But the comforting fact is, 
With plenty of practice 
I’ve come to enjoy it at last. 
Yet every now and then 
I feel my courage slump ; 
There comes a fear that spoils my cheer 
And bids the tear of grief appear : 
Suppose some silly men 
To this conclusion jump 
That they have met a Suffragette— 
Suppose they ply the pump! 





Our Overworked Judges. 


A contemporary on the need for more of them :— 


“But perhaps the most convincing evidence of all is the practice 
now pursued by several of the judges of s.tting half an hour, or even 


THE PROVINCIAL E 


both in substance and manne 
be found, it would probably 


as I, for example, must, with 


interest this step is. 


faction which follows Mr. Gu 
More power to your elbow! 


near a chimney so much the 


My pear Hences,—Christ: 
opportunity of sending you 
me was true to it too. 
Day it would give Mrs. ( 
for once that there were 
opinion on anything, or t 
I wish you had consultec 
knows all the facts. No 
thing to be considered —the 


will to Eastbury as a whole. 
that I have no wish to do. 


Dear Mr. Hevces,—I am venturing to send you a box of 
cigars to smoke during the fstive season. ‘They are, | 
think, not bad, and I know that you a:e one who can 
appreciate tobacco when you meet with it. May I con- 
gratulate you on your article on the pr posed iniquitous 
diversion of the Charton Road? It seemed to me admirable 


pen and your too kind generalisations. But a bu-y man 
like yourself, with a thousand duties, many of them small 
and vexatious, to perform (and, indeed, Mrs. Ncrase and I 
cften marvel you can get through it all), and a new-comer 
among us too, cannot of course be in a positon to know, 


road, how utterly unnecessary and contrary to public 


You lcok at the case from the broad standpoint of a 
publicist; whereas I, who have lived here all mv life, see 
it also as a born and bred Eastburian. To me and mine, 
and I assure you to most of the town, this change would be 
a blow too severe to contemplate without emotion. Call us 
sentimentalis s if you will—-there is no disgrace in that—but 
we, like yourself, are something more too. We stand for 
what is right and just against the new and _ predatory 


The cigars, I ought to tell you, are of the famous 1899 
crop, and are absolutely ready for smoking. But you 
should keep them in a warm place. If you have a cupboard 


With all the compliments of the season, believe me, 
dear Mr. Hedges, Yours cordially, Sraon Scrase. 


is, lam glad to say, coming into fashion again. So far as 
I am concerned it never went out, and my father before 


If you would bring Mrs. Hedges to supper on Boxing 
pleasure, and we would have a jolly evening and forget 
an affair as this Charton Road diversion, on which I see 
you take a surprising and, for you, not too well-informed line. 
as I am probably the only man in Eastbury who really 
present road will suffer, but the public good is the only) 
Moreover Lord Aberley gives the land, and that means much, 


especially when you remember how important is his good- 


Let me have a line saying that Mrs. Hedges and you will 
honour us, and hoping that the wine will be to your taste 
believe me, with all good wishes for a Merry Christmas and 
a Happy New Year, Yours sincerely, Rurcs GaARNer. 


DITOR’S LETTER-BAG. 


Il. | F 


r, although, if a criticism migit 
be:r upon the lenience of your 


premises right on the present 


rner. It is therefore that I say, 


better. 


III. 


mas being on us, I take the 
a case of sherry, a wine which 


yarner and myself very great 
any troubles or differences of 
hat there exisied so trumpery 
1 me before writing that article, 
doubt certain persons on the 


welfare of the greatest number. 


But this is talking shop, and 








price ... by the aid of the p 


Telegraph. 





longer, every day but Saturday, in order to keep pace with the business.” 





are, making their profits by 


“ He [the foreigner] may dump his goods on our shores belew cost) 


he may undersell us in the neutral empire of the world.”—The Daily, 


You see how it’sdone? What clever beggars these foreigners, 


rofits he makes in our free markets: 


| 
1 


selling. under cost price. 
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Householder. “‘ No, I SHAN’? GIVE YOU ANYTHING. 
Cornet (confidentially). “‘ WELL, I’LL TELL you ’ow Ir 1s, Sir. 


0” PURPOSE.” 





— — pSth 


LES 


THE LITTLE RIFT. 


You PLAY ALL OUT OF TUNE.” 
THERE ’S SOME OF ’EM 


sat 
4; 44 
ol 4 YL Sijedih’ 


“AS A GRUDGE AGAINST OTHERS, AND DOES IT 








CHRISTMAS REPARTEES. 

Twere is a painful lack of originality 
aboit th< replies to the usual salutations 
on December 25th and January Ist, and 
the British Public collectively does not 
appear able to devise a more brilliant 
reply than ‘ The same to you and many 
of em!” on these occasions. We think 
there is room for a more delicate exhibi- 
tion of tact and recognition of our ac- 
quaintances’ amour propre at this season 
of the year. Some familiar phrases may 
be made to do quite well and perhaps 
gain additional point when serving to 
rebut the inevitable greeting. As witness 
the folowing brief list of rejoinders :— 

Toa Polieeman.—“ Pass along, please!” 
. Toa Bridge-playing Friend.—“ Leave 
it to you, partner.” 
To a Public-house Acquaintance.— 
Give it a name!” 

0 an Army Man.—“ Pass visiting 
rounds,” or “Pass grand rounds” (if a 





To a Railway Employee.—‘ By your 
leave, please! ” 

To a Member of the Profession.—‘ So 
long, old dear!” 

To the Driver of a Metropolitan Stage 
Carriage.—“ Higher up!” 

o a Domestic Servant. — “It’s 

granted!” 

To a Crossing-sweeper or 
monger.—“ Not ’arf!” 

To Mr. Ure.— Tu quoque!” 

To an M.P. (actual or prospective).— 
“Many Happy Returns!” 


Coster- 





To a Newspaper Proprietor.— Not 
Too Many Returns!” 

Toa Teuton Fire-eater.—“ Am Tag! ”’| 

To a Candidate for Charity.—‘‘ Don’t | 
mention it!” 

To a Colonial.—“ Bully for you!” 

To John Bull generally.—‘ Wake up, 
England!” 

These repartees might also be judi- 
ciously interchanged where the assailant 
is smaller or less pugnacious than your- 
self, and quite a pleasing element of 





surprise and briskness would be thus 
imported into a somewhat stale conver- 
sational gambit. 








Commercial Candour, 
Notice on the advertisement curtain at 
the Grand Theatre, Halifax :— 
“A smart business firm will shortly occupy 
this space. Watch it carefully.” 
We will, indeed. 


From a New South Wales Paper :— 

“TJ, P. Biancu, Cha'lenge to Chap WILLIAM 
Darr, within a month from date from £1 up, 
and will al.ow him 10 seconds on a 12in. Jog.” 
William’s respite is very short. How- 
ever—there it is. A pound off the best 
end of the neck for us. 





“*The only book of its kind in the world. 
There is no more useful reference handbook of 
its kind in existence. —The World.”—Advt. in 
The Weekly Times. 

The World seems to us to put the matter 
very fairly. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Tere is at least one adjective that can with propriety be 
applied to the work of Wu.tam De Morcan—prodigious. 
As a mere record of achievement the thing disarms criticism. 
Not, I think, that his latest book, Jt Never Can wy 
Again (Heiemann), is quite equal to the best of what has 
gone before. Indeed, my personal feeling in reading it was 
one of slight disappointment, and even a slight disappoint- 
ment that lasts throughout two volumes becomes a serious 
matter. The tale is told with all, and more, of the now 
familiar charm, but in itself is a poor, unfascinating thing. 
Alfred Challis had married, apparently, his Deceased Wife's 


Arkroyd he determined to elope with her in a motor before 


House, and, from a psychological point of view, the narrator's 
evident conviction that blackmail may become a solemn and 
sacred duty. As for the Bishop of Lerchester, I frankly do 
not believe in him, and should recommend Mr. Brown to 
study some more probable types of the prelacy, beginning, 
let us say, with his Right (though eccentric) Reverence of 
Rum-ti-foo in The Bab Ballads. 

Among the saddest experiences of life is the feeling that 
one grows every day more and more proof against the allure- 
ments of life with a single companion on an island in the 
South Seas. I can remember the time when nothing could 
have suited me better than living as Hersert Srraxa’s two 
young heroes live in Pulm Tree Island (Henry Frowope and 








Sister, so that when subsequently he fell in love with Judith | circumventing of that mutinous crew; how gladly would I 
| have braved the terrors of the shipwreck and the unknown 
the pa-sing of the Bill could make him an errant husband.! perils of the land to which the raft floated ; with what enthu- 


Hopper AND Stovcuton). How I should have rejoiced in the 





But being upset out of the motor 


siasm would I have entered into 





he lost all memory of Judith 
(a catastrophe to which Mr. De 
Morcan’s characters seem pecu- 
liarly liable), and returned to 
the domestic but illegal hearth. 
And, after all, not only did it 
transpire that poor Murianne 
was not the sister of his deceased 
wife, owing to that lady’s having 
previously married someone else | 
who was still alive, but that, on| 
account of an irregularity in her 
own family, she was not even the 
sister of anybody. So there you 
are; though you do not arrive 
there without innumerable di- 
gressions and pleasant irrele- 
vancies, which thcse who love 
Mr. De Moraan’s work for this 
very quality will much enjoy. 
Others perhaps will be tempted, 
as | was, to urge the author (in 
the words of the old Lancashire 
story) to “ get eendways wi’ the 
tale!” Still, a pleasant enough 











the making of tools from flint, 
the building of the hut, the 
cultivation of bread-fruit, the 
domestication of wild pigs and 
wild poultry. It says a good 
deal for Mr. Srrana’s story that, 
having long since resigned my 
share in such delights to the 
younger dogs, I should have 
been moved with a desire to live 
it all over again. This is due 
very largely to the discovery that 
the desert island idea was still 
capable of original treatment. 
[ hope that Mr. Srrina, having 
turned his skilful hand to it, 
has not exhausted its possi- 
bilities. Meanwhile I commend 
Palm Tree Island to young ad- 
venturers, and advise them not 
to let the excellent coloured 
pictures distract them from the 
uncoloured ones, which show 
them how to make all sorts of 
useful things out of the most 














book, and now that Mr. De 
Morcan has once more proved | 
that such can be written and ap- 


Prospe tive Lodger. ” On, WE 


| BOARDERS !”’ 


Landlady. “1 vo ‘ore, Str, You AIN'T ONE 0’ THEM 'ERBACEOUS 


unpromising materials. 


SHAN'T WANT MUCH FOR MEALS!” 


I have not yet got at the 








preciated in these bustling days —- 
| hope he will give the lie to his title and let it happen many 
times again. 





Bold, bad bishops are rather uncommon in present-day 
fiction, though one has been appearing before the footlights. 
Vincent Brown, however, has portrayed a prelate who is a 
villain of the first water. I imagine Mr. Browy, a weary 
toiler through miles of unprofitable villainy, in search of a 
thoroughly rousing plot, burst ng suddenly upon the Epis- 
copal Bench and exclaiming, like Xenornon’s people, “ ‘Tue 
see! Thesee!” The supposed autobiographist of The Screen 
(CoapMAN AND Hatt) is the natural son of the man who 
becomes Bishop of Lerchester, and the plot turns upon a 


is take: by this militant Low Church divine with a past. 
His son has become the proprietor of The Lerchester Observer, 
and after a period of fruitless negotiations threatens to 
publish “The Love Letters of a Bishop” in his responsible 
organ, which is “a power in three counties.” Although 
the Bishop feels compelled to resign, the sensation fizzles out, 
and there is no very stirring incident in the book. Possibly 
its most interesting features are the wrangle in the Chapter 





, . ey 
rood-screen erected by the hero's mother, to which exception 


literary and artistic contents of 
|Mr. Tom Saurn’s Christmas publications, for that would 
mean the premature destruction of their gorgeous bindings; 
but if you can judge of crackers by their outward show, then 
|indeed ought these to be all glorious within. Of sterner 
| stuff, good for business men and housewives, are the practical 
‘diaries of Messrs. T. J. and J. Surra. They confine tiem- 
' selves to facts and open spaces for more facts. On the other 
hand some of the charming calendars of Messrs. Huis & Co. 
are on the borderland where fact meets fancy. Many of 
them take the form of booklets devoted to a single theme, 
|as in the case of a delightful calendar with old-world instruc- 
tion for garden-lovers. A novel feature of the almanacks of 
ithe “ At-a-glance”? Calendar Co. is a little red frame on 4 
movable wire for setting apart the day that is from the 
others that have been or are going to be. 





“There is no more dranatic story in the Old Testament than the 
manner in which this king and his army were discomfited, and vet 
those who are not too fimiliar with the pages o Hezekiah are pro 
bably acquainted from their schooldays with Byron’s Assyrian.” 

Eve. ing Standard. 
It is pitiful to think how many people there must be who 
have never even heard of the Book of Hezekiah. 
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